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tions of the fable, and the dim rudeness of character and
manners, seem sufficient to account for this inferiority
in public favor. It is not surprising that the author
should have redoubled his aversion to the notion of any
more serious performances in verse. He had seized on
an instrument of wider compass, and which, handled
with whatever rapidity, seemed to reveal at every touch
treasures that had hitherto slept unconsciously within
him. He had thrown off his fetters, and might well go
forth rejoicing in the native elasticity of his strength.
It is at least a curious coincidence in literary history,
that, as Cervantes, driven from the stage of Madrid by
the success of Lope de Vega, threw himself into prose
romance, and produced, at the moment when the world
considered him as silenced forever, the Don Quixote
which has outlived Lope's two thousand triumphant
dramas — so Scott, abandoning verse to Byron, should
have rebounded from his fall by the only prose romances,
which seem to be classed with the masterpiece of Spanish
genius, by the general judgment of Europe.
I shall insert two letters, in which he announces the
publication of Harold the Dauntless. In the first of
them he also mentions the light and humorous little
piece entitled The Sultan of Serendib, or the Search
after Happiness, originally published in a weekly paper,
after the fashion of the old Essayists, which about this
time issued from John Ballantyne's premises, under the
appropriate name of "The sale-koom." The paper
had slender success; and though Scott wrote several
things for it, none of them, except this metrical essay,
attracted any notice. The Sale-Koom was, in fact, a
dull and hopeless concern; and I should scarcely have
thought it worth mentioning, but for the confirmation it
lends to my suspicion that Mr. John Ballantyne was
very unwilling, after all his warnings, to retire com-
pletely from the field of publishing.

